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somebody. So, if it really was Sunday or thereabouts when the crime was committed, perhaps he had come back to have a look."
" What was he like ? "
f< It's difficult to say, offhand. But if they brought him here and put him up against the wall for me, by way of reconstructing the crime, I think I could very well say whether it was he or not."
" Well, Fm sorry for you. You're only at the beginning of your troubles. It's one of those cases where one may be well pleased not to have seen anything or heard anything. And now I must be getting back to my shop. I like having a talk ; but it doesn't get the work done."
" Wouldn't you like me to show you the scene of the crime, from the outside ? Of course we can't get inside."
Amid his conflicting impulses Quinette hesitated until his head nearly swam.
" Come along. I'll just close my door. You can easily spare a minute."
When they reached the courtyard, to the left of the passage, the first thing he tried to grasp, to estimate, was the isolation of the hovel, its distance from its surroundings, the silence that reigned around it, the concentric circles of safety and danger, the desirability of its situation as a scene of crime.
" He didn't mislead me very much. The nearest neighbour is fifteen yards away. Except for that wall with one opening, which doesn't count. A stable wall. It is quite possible that nobody heard the stand being knocked over. Or even groans. There's a pigeon cooing somewhere now. If I was drowsing at dawn, behind that -window up there, and the sound of stifled moans came to me, I might very well think that it was a pigeon. The door faces the blind wall. It would be easy to get out without being noticed, if you were careful. But probably he rushed out like a madman. From that window up there, somebody may seen him."

